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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Yes, and nothing trammels me — 
Save men, my most beloved fools ! 

Men would deafen my ears, blinder my eyes, 
Manacle my mind! 

Ah, my kindred, I'll have no walls around me!- 
No rough high walls, no queer-decked walls. 

IMMORTALITY 

I am immortal as a burst of song, 
That quivers from the thrush's throat 
And sinks to silence. 

I am immortal as the kiss of love, 
That wakes the world to melody, . 
And leaves a memory. 

I am immortal as the laughing hour, 

That throws her leaven on the sodden heart — 

And trips away. 

I am immortal as the purple dusk, 
That drugs the weary brain to dreams, 
And fades. 

I am immortal as the wind of March, 
That woos the barren earth to life — 
And passes. 
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John H. Gavin 

I am immortal as the stubborn hills, 
That breast the storms of centuries, 
And wear to sand. 

I am immortal as the living sun, 
That flames a moment in eternity, 
And sputters out. 

John H. Gavin 



SILVER FOG 

Hush — hush — hush! Steady as footsteps in the sand, 

I hear two other oars crunch in their locks — 

And look now, how my boat rocks 

To feel another boat close by — 

So close, so close, that if I reach my hand . . . 

Who are you, who am I, 

To halt each other with a cry ? 

Let us continue blurred and lonely, 
Touched by each other's trembling only. 
It is so seldom two can be 
Each for each a mystery. 

Winifred Welles 
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